
A figne of dignities garilh flagge, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous (hot 
AQueeneinieaft, onely to fill the feeane : 

Where isthy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children.whercin doeft thou ioy> 

Who fucs to thee, and cries God faue the Queene* 

VV here be the bending Pceres that flattered thee? 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a raoft diftretfed widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name; 

For Queene, a very Catife crown’d with care • 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fucs ; 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel'd about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hatting no more, but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrow? 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthenedyoke. 
From which, cuen heere, I flip nay wearied necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee; 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchancc, 

Thefe Englilh woes, will makemefmilc in France, 

O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

gu-Mar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and fall the day. 
Compare dead happinelle with liuing woe, 

Thinke thatthy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that fl ew them fowler then he is; 

Bettring thy loflfe makes thebad caufer worfe, 
Revoluingthis,willteach theehow to curfe. 

My wordsare dull,0 quicken them with thine, 
£>u,Afa.Thy woes wil make them Iharp.. & pierce like mine. 
Dut. Why Ihould calamitie be full of words? Exit Ma. 
££u. Windie atturniestoyour client woes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioy es. 


Poore 


ot tuenanuuc 1 i«w* 


and Trumpets. 

Kim. Who intercepts my expedition? 

£>J. A Are, that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftranalingthee in her accurfed wombe, 
r y m ^Urheflauohtcrs wretch, that thou haft done. 

F T/ ffid’ft ihou tLtforchcadvyith a goldenctownc, 
Where Ihould be grauen,if that right were right, 
Theflaughterof chePrince that ovvde that crovvne, 

4nd the dire death of my two lonnes,and br othe s. 

Tell me thou vilhineflaue, where are my children. 

Z)»r.Thou iode,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence. 
^nd little Ned Plantagenet, his Sonne? _ 

Qh. Where is kind Hafttngs , Ruter s& aughan> Gray* 

Kino . A flourilh trumpets, ftrike alarum diummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 
Raile on the Lords annoihted.Strikcl fay. The trumpets 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, J omds* 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will 1 drowneyour exclamations- 
But. An thou my lonne? 

Ktng. Lltbanke God, my father and your felfe. 

But. Then patiently heare niy impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

But. I will be milde and gentle in my fp'eech. 

King . And briefe good mother for lam in haft. 

But Art thou fo haftie, I haue llaid for thee, 

-God knowes.inanguilli, paine andagonie. 

King. And camel not atlaft tocomfortyou? 

But. No by the holy roode thou know ft ltwell, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell ; 


